Heirs of the Symbolists
This: were we led all that way for
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly,
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death,
But had thought they were different; this Birth was
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death.
A Song for Simeon is Gerontion transposed into a religious
key:
My life is light, waiting for the death wind,
Like a feather on the back of my hand.
Dust in sunlight and memory in corners
Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land . . .
Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation
Grant us thy peace.
Before the stations of the mountain of desolation.
Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow,
Now at this birth season of decease,
Let the Infant, the still unspeaking and unspoken Word,
Grant Israel's consolation
To one who has eighty years and no to-morrow .. .
I am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me,
I am dying in my own death and the deaths of those after me.
Let thy servant depart,
Having seen thy salvation.
The promise expressed in the more recent Marina poem is as
tenuous as it is tender. There is more conviction in The Hollow
Men, with its satirical parody of the old nursery rhyme:
Here we go round the prickly pear
At jive o*clock in the morning^
its aching, halting cadences, its ghastly finale:
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